I74                 A MASTER OF MISRULE
Syrian nation, " it is very difficult to poison a Kurd at all;
and if you succeed, it does not much matter/'
Still, we own that we have once known an Oriental suffer
from an overdose.    He had applied to a Syrian friend for
an aperient; and the friend (who called himself hakim on
the strength of three months spent as bottle-washer in an
American Mission dispensary) had given him " a strong
medicine/'   Both parties were startled at the result; and
as the writer turned up opportunely next day, he was called
in as a consultant, and found the victim in a very reduced
state indeed after a night spent upon the rack !
" What did you give him ? " he asked the hakim.
" Croton oil," said he.
" And how much ? "
" Oh, not much ; only a teaspoonful."
(N.B. half a minim is the maximum allowed by the
British Pharmacopoeia !)
Persian tea-spoons are not as big as English, so perhaps
he had not given much more than thirty times the full dose.
The consultant gave it as his opinion that as the patient
had survived twenty-four hours,' he would recover; and
the event justified his wisdom.
There was one case brought to us that afternoon, however,
that was quite beyond our skill. A man came with a tale
of woe expressed in a mountain dialect that we could not
follow; and the bishop had to be impressed as interpreter.
He heard, and collapsed in a fit of laughter, gasping out,
" He wants a medicine to quiet his wife's tongue, Rabbi/'
" Tell him I am not a worker of miracles, my lord,"
said we.
The most important subject of local politics that came
up for discussion was an attempt recently made by a
reforming local governor to take a census of the men of
Jilu. A Government official had come among them with
papers and ink, and proceeded to write down all their names.
When they asked what it was all about, he explained that
it was the elections to the MejK$-i~Mebu$san, the Turkish
Parliament; and that if their names were written down
properly they should have a member all to themselves,